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	1. Chapter 1

**Chapter 01 **

***James Bond***

Bond's eyes were trained on London's horizon. He was waiting by the window. The prides of their city - The Houses of Parliament, the imposing London Eye and the majestic Tower Bridge looked magnificent. Nothing more than a pile of old stones for tourists. They still held so much meaning for people of England. For them, for the Royal family and for _her_...

One would say it was their duty. The agents of MI6 were all ready to put their lives in danger. Anything for the safety of their nation. Anything for the safety of the world. It was still a bitter pill for James to swallow, because he could picture to the tiniest detail, the oaths they took and why they do this job. All the while, _she_ was dying in his arms for it.

In the end, Bond finally found out the truth. It wasn't worth it. He would have gladly died instead of her. Her life was much more important than his. Duty to Queen and Country were more important to _her_ than to him.

"Bond?"

That last day at Skyfall, constantly played in his mind, a long bitter continued nightmare. The relief he felt, when he saw her standing in the church. The sternness of her voice, when she asked him what took him so long. The second her legs gave out on her. Her harsh breathing, when she lay in his arms and the moment M's breathing stopped.

Ever since, that had been the main focus of Bond's dreams. His eyes filled with tears, because suddenly the pieces of the puzzle clicked into place. His over protectiveness of her. His intense fear when he heard of the explosion in her office. His need to rush back to England to save her.

Back in the Church Bond was so lost in his grief, that he couldn't even look for the wound. So many women had died in his arms, he was just too bloody used to it. The idea of working on her, trying anything to keep her alive and performing CPR didn't even occur to him. He was so stricken by the concept of losing her in his arms, that she did just that. She died while he stared down at her in helpless despair.

"Mr. Bond?"

The paramedics ran to him, took her away, ripped open her blouse and started to do their job with a portable defibrillator. As Bond watched the scene around him, all he could think about was her stern tone, the one she used with him. Her smirks, her small smiles, her striking blue eyes full of smug righteousness and the iron fist with which she commanded him. The truth was staring him in the face - he couldn't live without her.

James had the same thought about Vesper, but he ignored the signs long enough. It was M. She took precedence over Vesper, every single minute she appeared in his sight. Losing Vesper had hurt, but not this much. He never permitted himself to think about M in terms of sexual attraction before this. She was the only woman he tried to best in every conversation. It was fun and she was a challenge. He was wired that way, flirting with women was his language. Bond respected her too much, to see her as another of his conquests. Yet he wanted to best her and have her concede. It's a masculine power play, he realized, but it was also his way of showing that she mattered. Did she ever see through the act or did she ignore it as if he was just an annoyance?

When M died in front of Bond, he knew he should never have flirted with her. He should have told her how much he liked his job, and given her and indication of his respect. M's not so gentle presence was always with him. She had always trusted him and he let her down in the moment, when everything mattered the most. He let Silva and his men hurt her. He let them kill her. He wasn't good enough, quick enough, skilled enough and he would bear the consequences for the rest of his life.

"Agent Bond!"

Someone placed a hand on his shoulder. James carefully turned around, fighting every instinct in his body to hurt the person. His face stayed impassive when he realized it was only a poor secretary. He couldn't kill innocent people.

"M will see you now."

Her demeanor bothered him. She was doing it again. People treated him like a ticking time bomb ready to explode. He didn't give them a reason for his demeanor since the incident.

It started after Tanner had collected him from the scene. He knew Tanner talked to him, but he didn't hear a word. His brain was forcefully screaming -_Don't die, I love you!-_ to the only woman he never touched in that sort of way. The first time he held her in his arms and she was dying. The first time was also the last time. The last he saw of her, the paramedics were trying to make her heart beat again and her lungs breathe.

Bond was, going to see his superior, a different M. Gareth Mallory, and it still rattled him to his core every time people referred to him that way. _M_ was only her codename and there could be only one to him.

"Bond, have a seat."

He couldn't give the slightest fuck about what the man wanted to tell him, so he stood passively in the middle of the room. He would be briefed standing, sitting was too passive for him now. When he didn't want to be here, if he had to listen to this imposter it made his mind wonder. James had so many things he wanted to say to her, things he needed to apologize for and things he wanted to do...

"I need you in the field."

_What else._ He already gathered that much from simply being called in and standing here.

"This matter... is very sensitive and difficult to approach."

If he wanted a reaction, Mallory would be sorely disappointed. He didn't give a damn about sensitivity on any subject. He wanted to know about the job and that was the end of things. If he could do the job right, maybe that would be the end of it all. His bones were tired and battered from the moment he felt her body sag against his. He felt every single year of his service and he had, had enough. Enough of the gunfights, the explosions, enough of the hand to hand combat and most importantly enough of losing people he loved.

"You should sit down for what I am about to tell you..."

Obviously he had to spell it out to the man. "No, thanks."

Mallory continued regardless. "Someone tried to get to the hospital and killed a very important woman to and from our agency."

So that was it. Babysitting some rich woman Mallory knows, with little chance of action or getting killed.

"I know it may be difficult in your position, to understand my reasons for not telling anyone the truth..."

"Who is she?" Bond asked. This conversation was boring him. He needed a name to start this job and he didn't owe any respect to Mallory.

"Olivia Mansfield."

That information snapped his brain to alert mode. _Jesus fucking Christ._ She was alive! They let them think she had died! They had to have shipped her to the hospital under her legal name. His heart started to beat madly in his chest.

"When?" He advanced towards Mallory with a murderous glare.

"This morning. Two of her protective detail were found unconscious. Someone tried to get into her room, but didn't count on the third agent in there with her. We had to move her to a private facility. Only three people knew M didn't die, besides me. The problem is...they are the same people who knew about the hospital. These are people in high positions. There isn't a paper trail on her location. There never was. MI6 must have a mole. I can deal with the mole but I need someone I trust by her side. Someone who knows her."

"What..._are you talking about?"_

"She woke up proximately two hours ago. She's been unconscious for days."

It still doesn't explain, why he would be the right person to guard her. People assumed she was dead and they knew he failed to protect her. His eyes seemed dead from the moment she took her last breath in his arms.

"Why me?" It didn't make sense, he failed the first time and she was horribly hurt because of him.

"She always thought you were the best agent we have... I need you to do your job. According to her doctors, she has amnesia. She could be faking because she doesn't trust anyone. Or she could have lost her memories from the trauma. Your mission, would be to seduce her, if necessary and find out the truth. We need to know what we're dealing with. We can't risk the former head of MI6 spilling government secrets. If she really has amnesia, she's not your former boss. She's your mark and her life depends on your assessment."

Bond's face was impassive, it seemed Mallory assumed he had no scruples. He would and will do anything in this job and it had always been that way. If _she_ ordered him to seduce, kill, interrogate or hurt people, he followed her orders without question.

His loyalty to MI6, had now ended, from the moment they wanted him to seduce M, while she was recovering. She would always be his boss and the woman he loved.

"Where is she?"

Mallory gave him a piece of paper with an address. "Keep me posted. My secretary will give you my private number."

"I will call as soon as I get there."


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter 02**

***James Bond***

James was finally in the position he had only fantasized about, at two in the morning. After almost a week, he was standing in the same room as M.

The room had the look of a normal bedroom not a medical facility. The equipment and bedside table full of medicine was the only clue.

Soft light was shining down on her still, ashen form. The machines were pushed to the far wall out of the way. She clearly didn't need them anymore.

M looked like a sleeping angel. A very pale, very beautiful and as always very distinguished angel. Bond couldn't stop staring at the way her breasts moved with every breath. He'd never seen her look so fragile.

Bond felt the magnetism pull him to her, but resisted the pull, and stood watching over her. The hand on her stomach was rising the same way her chest did. It was almost too tempting to touch her, hand, leg, forehead or cheek, anything. His fingers itched with the need to feel her skin, to reassure himself that she really did lay in front of him, alive. He carefully closed the door behind him and went to speak to the doctor.

"What did you tell her?" The doctor waited until James had closed the door. The doctor must realize that although it was 2 am, MI6 operatives worked as a well oiled machine twenty four seven.

"When she woke up, she didn't know what was going on." The doctor whispered. "We told her someone wanted to keep her safe and she immediately claimed that she didn't remember anything at all. So to explain the agents, I told her that she saw something dangerous and that the agents needed to guard her as a result."

"How did she react?"

"She was confused, wanted to know the name of who or what she saw. We couldn't answer her questions, so we gave her a mild sedative. She's been sleeping from that moment till now."

"How is she? Apart from the amnesia?" He still didn't know the truth. Mallory didn't mention her condition. He carefully closed off his expression. His internal panic rose and everything now depended on the doctor's words.

"It was touch and go for 48 hours after she was admitted. Stab wound to the left side of her chest cavity. Punctured and collapsed lung. The knife almost grazed her heart, but she's recovering well."

"Can she move? Walk? Eat solid food?" His voice was cold. This information mattered the most. His plan would need to wait, if she couldn't manage these things.

"Walk? No. She doesn't have enough strength. Moving is a problem. Her wound is healing very well, but she can't do anything. As for eating... gradually. She hasn't ingested solid foods for the four days she's been sleeping."

"Sex?"

"I beg your pardon?"

Bond watched the doctor without outward reaction. If the doctor reported back to Mallory, he needed him to mention Bond really wanted to know the answer to this particular question.

"You heard me."

"What? I mean that should be off limits. She's an older, injured and recuperating woman. She needs her rest and her stitches will have to be removed in the next few days and her dressing need to be changed twice a day. She may be in a great amount of pain when she wakes. She can't do anything alone except breathing and that may cause her pain for some time yet."

"Ok." Good news M's not in immediate danger. He should and would take her away from this place. He would look after her to ensure she would be all right.

James silently waited until the doctor had left for his office before entering M's room and closing the door. He walked over to her bed and plucked up the nerve to touch her. M's skin was still as soft as he remembered. Not that he had the opportunity to touch her often. This all registered as she began to wake and he put a hand across her mouth to stifle any noise.

M's eyes flew open in terror and her hand made a grab for him. Bond restrained her, to prevent any sudden movements and tearing her stitches.

"Sh... I'm not here to hurt you, M," he was looking into her eyes. The moment their gaze met, she froze. "Just, please keep quiet and I will explain everything." He could feel her heart drumming in her chest against his forearm. He scared her which is not a good start, if she really can't remember.

Bond slowly slid his hand away, her demeanor suddenly changed in front of him. She was no longer the terrified person he'd woken up. She was once again M.

"What took you so long, 007?" She whispered with a cross look on her face.

His heart dropped down to his stomach. She'd played them. Thank god! It was M's commanding tone, her amused, but still bossy and beautiful voice. She remembered everything and they probably knew, because her room may have been bugged. They would know if she had nightmares or talked in her sleep. Shit!

James carefully removed her IV, stripped one of her pillows and tossed surgical tape, bandages and sterile gauze into the temporary sack. He swept his arm across the bedside table dropping the contents into the pillowcase.

"We have to go." He placed the pillow case in her lap and took her carefully into his arms, mindful of her dressing gown. He took M along with the blanket covering her as he wrapped her loosely in the woolen material. She was almost unbelievably weightless. She must have lost a great deal of weight. Her small form was so light and fragile, at least it felt like that in his arms.

James cautiously opened the door, looked to both sides and hurried to the entrance door in the corridor without making a sound and trying not to bump her too much.

"Bond?" she whispered tensely.

"Am I hurting you?"

"I'll live."

It wasn't a no. He couldn't do anything less than continue with this plan. He unlocked the car doors and took special care to place her to the front seat without jostling her too much. He tilted the seat back to recline and grabbed for a seatbelt, but she stopped his wrist.

"Will the weight of this be too much?" Bond asks. She nodded to him.

It may aggravate the wound if she does sit up eventually, so he left it unlatched. Bond ripped out the tracker on the company black Audi that he took from MI6's garage when Mallory ordered him on this mission.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled and in a flash he was behind the wheel and the tires were shooting gravel everywhere.

"Are you alright?" The sweat on her forehead was alarming sign. "Ma'am? Is your chest ok? They told me you're healing fine. Do you need immediate medical attention?"

"Just get me out of here and stop with the questions."

He loved that pissed off tone of hers, she was getting better. "Yes, ma'am."

"And stop smirking, it's not a good look on you, Bond."

"Yes, ma'am." Their interaction amused him and he couldn't stop his trademark grin from breaking free. She had died in his arms. No matter what she said to him, life couldn't be better at the moment.

It took her a few minutes to finally ask another question. She was probably gathering her strength. "Do you have any idea who wants me dead? Besides the obvious...Silva."

"Four people knew about your condition. Mallory included and he's got your job now. I will start the elimination process with him, once we are somewhere safe."

"Don't be prejudiced against him, Bond."

"Never, Ma'am." He couldn't help with addressing her like that. He missed that so much.

"Do I have anyone on my side besides you and Mallory?"

"The official report stated you were wounded and killed in action. Nobody knows the truth but Mallory and the other three individuals who know. The Prime Minister is likely one of those."

"Did they tell my children I'm dead?"

"I assume Tanner and Mallory did." He watched her from the corner of his eyes. "I only found out today that you were still alive. I will ask Mallory next time I report to him if you like."

"It's not necessary. We have a way to contact Mallory?"

"Yes."

"Good. I won't be very happy playing the damsel in distress for too long. I need the situation resolved quickly and now it's your job to help."

Bond wondered who the other two individuals were that knew about M being alive. Was it Q and Tanner? Was it some cabinet minister who she politically embarrassed over the years as M? Or was it someone from the outside beside those individuals who came across the information from the medical centre or was it by some other means.

As is stood now, they fled in the early hours of the morning, heading north away from London and the trouble that was bound to be after M. The secrets that she held would be tempting to many. There were likely enemies who would like to finish the job Silva started and kill her for good. All the while thinking that she was weak and relatively unguarded.

Bond gripped the steering wheel of the company car tighter as he took the motorway North. He would have to make it difficult for them to trace him by switching cars at some point soon.

He stole a glance at M's resting form in the seat beside him. M's chest rose in even breath's as she closed her eyes and tried to rest.

It is going to be a long night.


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter 03 **

***James Bond***

The journey wasn't very comfortable for her. James knew she must have felt every bump on the road. His gaze traveled back and forth between her and the road.

Every few minutes he would stare at his own hands hardly believing he touched her and held her again, breathing and alive. The inside of the car was filled with her fragrance and the antiseptic smell from the hospital. She needed better clothes. The hospital gown really wasn't a good look on her. It wasn't a good look on anybody.

The blanket he wrapped her in was around her back but had fallen away and gaped open at the front.

"Keep your eyes on the road, 007." M ordered breaking the silence.

"Ma'am," he muttered being the good agent he was. His lips curved in a small smile on one side. She had her eyes closed but she must have felt him looking at her. It was good talking with her again, just like any other day with him in London back at the office.

"I'm pretty sure you have seen women less clothed than me, Bond. So, stop staring at the old lady and focus on driving."

"They weren't you." Shit! How did that slip out? It was completely unintentional.

He seriously had to learn to keep his mouth shut.

M's discomfort was almost palpable. She was hurting and it wasn't time for his normal flirting. Although, that was normal for him and he wanted her to feel normal in this unusual circumstance. Yet, he couldn't bring himself to mutter some sexist comment, that made her even more uncomfortable with her attire. She was too precious to him.

"Bond..." she sighed with exasperation. In that moment she tensed even more. The action obviously hurt her lungs. "Not now." She said as if she knew what he wanted to do.

The worst thing was she meant it. She honestly couldn't handle anything in her state. She was just so tired, even a slightest verbal exchange was too much for her. She had just spent the whole week unconscious. She needed time to heal, time to get her strength back. Shutting his mouth was the only thing he could do to help, but his eyes moved to her. It seemed he couldn't have controlled them if he tried.

M moved a little and tightened the blanket around her as much as she was able. She closed it around herself like a shield and he wanted to hit himself. He slowly pulled over on a deserted road.

"Why are we stopping?"

"It's only for a minute." He hastily walked around the car opening the boot found a standard emergency kit. He pulled out another mylar blanket, placed over her and tucked it around her. How could he have been such an idiot? She was cold. James turned the car's heating system on, hoping it was enough to prevent her going into shock. She didn't even have a pair of shoes on for fuck's sake.

"I'm sorry." He had been taught to be a gentleman. How could he have forgotten? He was in too bloody much of a hurry to take her away from that place. Especially, from the prying eyes and invisible danger that could take her from him again.

"You're saving my life. I will hardly complain about such a trivial matters."

Her imperial scowl was firmly in place on her face, but she looked like a weak lamb trying to stand up to a wolf. Underneath her battered exterior, she was still a lioness. She didn't back down. She didn't let people win over her. She would always be ruthless.

"They are not trivial to me, ma'am." Why the hell couldn't he keep his mouth from spewing these remarks? Damn it! He should just shut his mouth and keep his eyes straight ahead?

"We should be on our way." M's defensive demeanor signalled that their conversation was over.

James let her sleep. It was the only thing he could do and the safest option. Or he would open his mouth again. He decided to try focus on his plan of escape, but there was just something about her. Something that crawled under all his defenses. Something that drove him crazy as all his thoughts would drift back to her. Just being near her was a gift and he had to protect her this time. He couldn't lose her again.

M woke up near dawn, as he was pulling over to a motel. "Where are we?"

"Nowhere. We need to change the car for a new one. I will be back." He handed her a gun from glove compartment without words. It didn't take long and he found the owner of the insignificant blue Ford B-MAX. He impatiently knocked on the door and in a second explained his situation before handing them a set of keys and his card with his personal number hastily written on it.

He opened the door of their new vehicle. The family of three were standing on the doorstep of a motel room and watched him take a woman into his arms.

"Bond, stop."

"Hm?" What? Why are they stopping? "Do you need anything?"

"Yes. Go back to them."

They don't have time for this. She couldn't change the plan just like that. He painfully planned every action they had to take and the less she is seen or interacted with strangers the better.

"Ma'am?" James didn't like this. He had to look into her eyes. It was the closest they've to each other since that awful night. He was awash in her perfume, he could almost breathe her breath and the blue of her eyes was even more impressive this close. Now was not the time for him to stare at her. Not this close, but he felt completely helpless with her in his arms.

"They will call the police the moment we drive away. You're putting an old woman in blankets and a hospital gown into a borrowed car. Not suspicious at all. Take me to them."

"Ma'am." She had a point. He watched her melting into his arms. There was no other way of describing the moment. When he stopped near them, she opened her eyes. The family looked tired, barely conscious this early.

"Thank you for the car. I am deeply sorry for your disturbance. My family wants me to die in a hospital bed surrounded by machines. My son is a police officer and he will be looking for our car. My nephew promised to take me away and take care of me. I am so grateful for your assistance."

James was silent the entire time. She was unbelievable. Her teary eyes, her broken voice, her acting skills. The three people almost cried with her and the moment he put her in their new car, they smiled. Even in such pain she made them believe whatever she had told them. No wonder she was the head of MI6. He left the family with a good feeling that they helped an old woman spend her last days in peace. Nobody suspected anything and he promised to return their car in a week or so to their address.

"You're too reckless, 007," she reprimanded him when they were on the road again. "Lucky for you, I learned to smooth the edges of your plans long ago. I've had a lot of practice."

"Yes, ma'am," he muttered.

They travelled off the motorway and took the smaller routes North. Hours later, they arrived at another motel. James could no longer ignore the fact that they both needed the rest. She needed a break. Clothes, food and a bathroom and most of all comfortable bed and a few hours of undisturbed rest.

Although, it was still morning they had a room available. Bond left her at the hotel reluctantly and went shopping, but not before contacting Mallory to give him an update on recent events, and that he would contact him later once they had reached their new location.

As he hung up the phone and went to the shops, his mind kept thinking about the horrible scenarios where she could be hurt in his absence.

They could find her and kill her, who ever they are. They could kidnap her and demand information on MI6. They could torture her and hurt her again. She could barely move herself. She was in no position to defend herself. He quickly grabbed the items he needed from the shop so that he could get back to her. The sooner he did that, the better he would feel.

He contacted Mallory to tell him that he had her and was heading somewhere safe. He told him about the borrowed car and said he would contact him again later.


	4. Chapter 4

**Chapter 04 **

****James Bond****

James nearly had a heart attack the moment he entered their room. She wasn't in the bed. "M!" He hoped that was not loud enough to attract any unwanted attention.

"Here."

The whispered answer didn't help. She was in the bathroom. Alone. "Everything all right?"

He stopped in front of the closed door. It wasn't appropriate for him to barge in on her naked, unless she was in trouble or wanted him to. Especially when she's your...well... she's someone who he holds in high regard, but is becoming acutely aware of on a far more sexualized level.

"Not even close, Bond."

"Do you need help?" Silence. He really should give her some time. They are not on any schedule, but her silent pause concerns him. His nerves were fried. "M?" Don't let her fall, God. Please, just don't let her be hurt even more. He tried to hold her upright with just the power of suggestion.

"I need a minute."

"Ok." He didn't move an inch. "Can you talk to me and take your minute simultaneously?"

"Bond," her stern tone was back. "I can hardly stand and breathe at the same time. Would you kindly shut up?"

"Don't strain yourself. I can help. You may not be aware of this M, but you're not the first woman I've seen naked." Maybe that wasn't the best approach, but he couldn't resist.

"Yes, I'm sure your lady friends were ecstatic to have you in a bathroom with them. However, you're constantly forgetting, that I'm not one of them. I would appreciate a bit of privacy, while we are having this conversation. If I ever hear office gossip about you, putting your hands on me in any way, I will let you rot in Antarctica for the rest of your miserable existence. You would never set foot on British soil again and we won't see each other again. Do I make myself clear, Bond?"

She was telling the truth. Any other woman, he would have bragged about taking care of, but not her, even if she needed help. Not in this serious matter.

Well, maybe it was time for the truth. "M, twelve hours ago, my allegiance to MI6 ended when Mallory told me to seduce you and find out, if you really have an amnesia. I'm not working for him. Even if he now calls himself M, he's not my boss. I would protect you with my life. You know me, I'm insubordinate, I flirt with anyone, and I have bedded anyone you've told me to for information. I've certainly riled you up in the past until your blood pressure is sky high, but I would never disrespect you in any way."

Truth was a bitch. "If you had amnesia, I would have taken you away and I would have stayed by your side, regardless of your memories. I would stand by you for the rest of your life. Hiding you from our own agency. Killing anyone, who would try to harm you and pretending I'm whoever you needed me to be. As your son, a nephew or a lover I will protect and stay with you. I will not use any false seduction on you, or attempt any mind games. I would never lay a hand on you without your full consent."

The soft click of the lock was his answer. She was leaning against the wall, obviously wet from her shower, wrapped up in a white fluffy towel, one hand protectively curled around her wound.

"Bond, stop being melodramatic. I can't stand on my feet much longer," she whispered brokenly.

He carefully pressed her to his side. "Tell me if it's too much. I can carry you." He knew very well she would be uncomfortable, if he was to put his hand under her naked thighs.

He would be strangely uncomfortable having to cradle her to his chest while almost naked in a small towel. He doesn't want to put her through that situation not to mention himself and what her proximity seem to be doing to him. They stripped her in the hospital. They touched her while she was unconscious. She deserves to have some say in this matter now.

James pulled back the comforter from the bed and let her settled down on her own. She is still only wrapped in a towel. He averted his eyes to give her more privacy and wrapped the sheet around her. "Ok?"

"I would very much loved to say yes, but unfortunately no."

"Is there something I can do to help? I bought some clothing and slip on shoes for you." She was tired and he could sense her helplessness. She had put her trust in him, in her employee. One of the people she had to show only her strength and ruthlessness. Bond can sense the weariness and her dislike of having to rely on him so heavily.

They are too much alike. James hates being weak and allowing himself time to heal.

"Just for feeling this I want to kill Silva all over again."

"Do you want me to find someone else to kill?" It was meant as a joke. They needed a lighter atmosphere between them.

"Very much so, but we can't attract unwanted attention," she chuckled darkly. "Maybe later when I have my health back."

"That's the spirit." She was silent. Probably thanks to the strain of her actions in the bath. "You do know I have to change the dressing on your wound? Unless you can do it yourself..."

"Which I can't, "she answered. "Yes, I know very well and how much I dread the experience. Have at it, Bond."

M lowers the sheet and pulls open her towel exposing the bandage and the wound.

James found another towel in the bathroom and patiently waited until she pulled it across her hips and arranged the other across her breasts. Still much of her torso was bare to his eyes. He momentarily averted his eyes while she made these preparations. He could practically feel her embarrassment.

Bond busied himself with the bandages and supplies. When it was time, he removed the dressing as gently and carefully as he could. His fingers were clinical and light on her skin. He didn't dare look in her eyes or stare for too long, mind tending to wander to what is under the towels she has strategically placed over her body. She already focused her eyes on the ceiling while he worked on her.

"It looks good. There will be a scar, but they did a great job."

"At my age, scars aren't priorities, Bond. I won't have them that long."

The matter of fact tone she used made him still. He slowly released a breath. "Don't say that to someone, who watched you die. Once was enough and I don't wish to experience it again anytime soon," he whispered.

"Bond..."

"I've dreamt about that day every night. I don't want to think about it awake, or have a debate with you about your longevity." He should leave well enough alone. Bond really doesn't want to chastise her, but he couldn't stand her matter of fact tone. Now her silence was unbearable. "I'm sorry." He said to clear the air between them.

"It wasn't your fault, Bond. You got me out of there in time."

"I really didn't," his knuckles on the bed sheet were gradually paler.

"They didn't kill me. I'm..."

"Yes, they did!" Again, the yelling won't help their situation. Especially not when she's not feeling well. Bond takes a deep cleansing breath. She helped teach him self-control. No reason not to use it. "They did kill you. I held you in my arms when you stopped breathing. Believe me, that's a moment I won't forget anytime soon. Your heart stopped at the same time the paramedics defibrillated you in the church, on that stupid filthy floor, a few steps from his cooling body!"

The need to touch her was back. Just to feel the slightest reassurance she didn't stay dead. He was captured in the force field of her body, but he couldn't reach out. It wasn't his place. She was M, the untouchable.

"I will secure the perimeter," he whispered and quickly left her alone.


End file.
